LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

bright fire burning and Mother in the rocking-
chair, with her knitting, beside me. I felt so glad
that I was not out somewhere in the wilderness,
campaigning or hunting, where I would have to
walk or ride all day in the rain and then lie out
tinder a bush at night!

When Allan will come from the trainer's I do
not know. Rather to my surprise, Ronald has
won golden opinions and really is a very nice dog.
Pindbaey loves him, and he sits up in the express
wagon just as if it was what he had been born to.

Quentin is learning to ride the pony. He had
one tumble, which, he remarked philosophically,
did not hurt Mm any more than when I whacked
him with a sofa cushion in one of our pillow
fights. I think he will very soon be able to man-
age the pony by himself.

Mother has just taken the three children to
spend the afternoon at Dr. Rixey's farm. I am
hard at work on my message to Congress, and
am>rdfflgly shall not try to go out or see any one
either this afternoon or this evening. All of this
work is terribly puzzling at times, but I peg away
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